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'our next landfall was the floating island ofAeolia, the home
ofAeolus son ofHippotas, who is a favourite of the immortal
gods. All round this isle there runs an unbroken wall of bronze,
and below it the cliffs rise sheer from the sea. Aeolus shares his
house with his family of twelve, six daughters and six grown-up
sons; and I must tell you that he has given his daughters to his
sons in marriage. With their father and their estimable mother
they spend their days in feasting. Of luxuries they have a never-
failing store. All day long the house is fragrant with the roasting
of meat, and the courtyard echoes to the sounds of banqueting
within. At night they sleep in blankets by their loving wives on
well-made wooden beds.
€ To this domain of theirs and this palatial home we found our
way. For a whole month Aeolus was my kind host and I was
able to satisfy his thirst for news by giving him a full account of
the Argive expedition to Ilium and the Achaeans' start for home.
Nor was he less obliging when it came to my turn and I asked
him whether I might now continue my journey and count on
his help. He gave it willingly and presented me with a leather
bag, made from the flayed skin of a full-grown ox, in which he
had imprisoned the boisterous energies of all the Winds. For
you must know that Zeus has made him Warden of the Gales,
with power to lay or rouse them each at will. This pouch he
stowed in the hold of my ship, securing it tightly with a burn-
ished silver wire so as to prevent the slightest leakage. Then, for
my present purpose, he called up a breeze from the west to blow
my ships and their crews across the sea. But his measures were
doomed to failure, for we came to grief, through our own
criminal folly.
'For the next nine days we sailed on, day and night; and on
the tenth we were already in sight of our homeland, and had

